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MANUSCRIPTS 5
ON AN IDEA BY LEONARDO
Ina Marshall
She stands before her glass and tests her hair
And thinks to see the writhing coppery locks
Of years when Grecian Helen was most fair;
Then flinches as the guileless mirror mocks.
The virgin cheeks that Menelaus loved
Are lined as if by strokes of battle swords
And tawny eyes that youthful Paris moved
Reflect the horror of the murdered hoards.
The beauty Troy was burned to gain has fled;
The truthful glass no more reveals the cause
For which the tranquil Trojan streams flowed red;
The changes give her now a wounded pause-
Twice raped, I had no touch of life but grief.
o Time, 0 all-consuming Time, Thou Thief!
FOOL
Robert Petty
So fast he ran to self surpass, so eager to succeed,
Forever seeking higher realms, embracing nobler deeds;
Forever raising temples high, their spires against the blue,
Forever courting dreams of youth, their phantoms to pursue;
Until at last with trophies won, with honors on his breast,
He turned to find he was alone, for love long stopped to rest.
AUTUMN WATERS
Robert Petty
In what grey hour was your form conceived?
What prophet's ink does shadow in your deep,
Reflecting still the millions who believed
Their lives could be as peaceful as your sleep.
What epitaph of life your silent pools:
Half drowned leaves-the wise man's broken dream;
Thin ripples from the wind-the lives of fools;
Dead lyrics to life's never-ending theme.
No promise of the spring lies in your rhyme:
Your death does not rejoice another's birth.
Or you must be, now cool and still with time,
The melancholy tears of all the earth . . .
Under the Tulip Tree
/
Maurice Kenny
AT two o'clock the sun was at i.ts peak in the sky, showering theland with yellow-pink rays which crawled beneath his coat so
that he began to perspire. He shed his purple jacket, and, to
keep them clean, rolled the legs of his cream-colored trousers to his
knees. A butterfly fluttered in the ail' before him and he spoke to
it. "Is you goin' up dere, too?" Dust thought he should like to fly
so that he might get there quicker.
The youth passed the decaying fields where he had labored
throughout the summer picking cotton for a few pennies which he
had added to his savings in the tin can above his mother's iron stove.
The fields, filled with dead bare stalks, were now like a cemetery.
Balls of yellowish fluff that had fallen from the wagons on the way
to the mill, were scattered about upon the flat terrain. A checked
bandana lay near the side of the road and reminded him of the
brown-skinned women who had worked at his side singing chant-like
songs. The cloth, faded as the past summer, had been discarded at
the edge of the road near a pail of scummy water. A fly struggled
in the liquid and the youth set the insect free by lifting it by the
flapping wings. He then walked northward, forgetting the hot
ground of the fields that had bruised his naked feet during the picking
seasons. E-Ie forgot the women's chants and the men's vulgar talk.
He forgot the pains of back bending and the envelope that had held
his fifteen dollars each week. He thought of nothing but the pretty
tan girls with their scarlet lips and plump thighs milling up and down
Lenox Avenue in the grand northern city.
Then near a fork in the road, he saw an old man sitting in the
shade of a tulip tree. He was toothless and seemed but a mere mass
of withering flesh on a frame of knotty bones. His hide seemed to
be caked with soot, and his smile though friendly was strained if not
forced. To Dust the man looked as though he had wandered too long
in the reel sun and had been baked to a black but enormous ember.
"Where up to, son?" asked the man.
"Lenox Avenoo."
"Long way off. What's dere?"
"Gals."
"Ain't 'nough gals in lVIiss'ipp'?"
"Yes.vsuh. Dey's city gals up clere.'
"You mean' gals ain't gals all ovah?"
"No, suh. City ones is purtier and dey got lots ob money."
"An' kni yes an' big bucks for men folks," the old man continued.
"What chu mean?" asked Dust indignantly.
"Dey likes young south boys. Dey getcha in an alley, take all yoh
savin's, and sic dere big buck husbands on yoh poh head."
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"Ain't no gal gonna get Illy saviu's, Iah done worked too hard
in de sun."
The man picked up a twig that lay by his shoeless feet and threw
it, far above the branches of the tulip tree, into the sky. Both watched
its surging ascent and descent as though their very lives depended
upon its movements. It fell upon the yellow grass where the man
had first found it. He sat back against the trunk and scratched his
bald head. There was a hawk-like gleam in his sharp eye and it
pierced into the very marrow of Dust's bones.
"Wha's wrong?" the lad quavered.
"See dat stick?"
"Ya," he answered shifting the weight of his body from one foot
to the other.
"Dat stick is you, brown and free of its rna, the tree. 1 flew it
up in the sky and it done fell right back down to where Iah fust
picked hit up."
"So."
"You go ahead on up dere an' see dem city gals. Afta dey take
yah savin's you gonna fin' yohsef right back heah, de very place you
was bo'n in."
"Talk too much, 0' man. Ain't tooth in yah face or brain in yah
head."
"Foolish talk come easy for youngins."
"An' smart talk is stale in 0' men."
Dust brushed the dirt from his light colored pants and tossed his
jacket over his shoulder. He began walking down the road leaving
the man cackling like a mother hen with his bony hands clutching
the knobs of his knees.
"Boy! Hey, boy!" he called, subduing his laughter. "Ain't you
gonna give me somethin' for my advice?"
Dust stopped, wheeled around, and spat a gob of phlegm to the
ground.
"You might as well give a hongry poh man yah saviri's as to let a
who'h steal hit from you."
"Ain't no woman gonna steal my savin's, Iah done said."
"Why don't you sit down outta de sun a bit. You look all hot."
Dust remained standing but edged closer into the cool of the
shade. He pushed his fat hands into his pockets and jingled some
coins. His coat dropped to the ground and the man tackled again.
The youth was about to kick him for being so uppity and downright
smart when a hound came trotting down the road with his tail straight
as an arrow, and his teeth showing yellow and sinister. The dog
stopped at a standstill when he spied the pair and, growling behind
his evil-looking fangs, approached the tree. He sniffed the air and
barked.
"Get on out of heah," shouted the man and he threw the tulip
stick at the animal. "Get gain', 01' hound dog. He was about to take
8 MANUSCRIPTS
/
a chunk outta yoh leg dere, son, iffen Iah didn' get him on. Look
kinda hongry like. Seemed like one of dem gals up on Lenox
Avenoo 'bout to spring atcha an' take yah savin's."
The youth silently sat down by the tree. "Maybe he's right," he
thought to himsel f.
"Dawg sho was mean lookin'. Spotted purty like, like dem goals
wid alI dat paint dey wea', but sho was mean lookin'. How long you
plannin' to stay up dere, boy?"
Dust paid little mind to his question. He was thinking of the
girls with their full bosoms and flashing eyes. He was wondering
just how big were their men folks, and could see the glittering switch
blades tearing his skin to threads in a dark alley.
"You walkin' all de way? Sho do get col' up dere in de winta
time."
The youth saw large flakes of snow, the size of saucers, falling
to the ground and heard the roar of a wild wind. He shivered even
though the sun had changed its position and he was sitting in the
direct path of its orange rays.
"How de food up dere, 0' man?"
"Ain't no good. Don't raise chickens an' greens. Ain't neva hehd
of chitlin's 0' ribs, an co'npone is somethin' nobody can affo'd."
"Y ou done been up dere, huh?"
"See dese nuked feet?" I-Ie waited for a nod of recognition from
Dust. "I done walked dem nuked and nea'ly froze 'em to death up
dere. No mo. I done come back to die in my own shinin' Ian'. You
bes' be gettin' on, boy. Days ain't long in de fall."
"How far south you goin', 0' man?"
"Jes' a mile 0' two."
"Min iffen Iah walk wid you? I believes I done lef' my savin's
wid my mao Iah clean walked off an' lef' it."
The toothless man looked at the youth for a moment in utter dis-
belief and then began to laugh in a high bird-like screech. The laugh
dragged through his throat rattling as it came, as if Death were
pushing his last breath from his lungs. He sat beneath the tree
shaking so fiercely that Dust thought he heard the man's bones
striking one another like sticks hitting together.
"Pick up yah coat, boy, an' les' get goin'. Iah sho is hongry foh
some of yah ma's cookin'." He laughed again hysterically.
Dust was afraid the man had lost his mind or was suffering from
a sun stroke, and he had an impulse to run away from the laughing
fool, but instead of racing for safety he gave his hand to the aged
beggar and helped him to his feet.
"Come on. My 111arnus' be fixin' de suppah," he said as the pair
limped down the road that was already being washed with the blue of
an early twilight.
Grandpa's House for Christmas
Miriam Burrell
ITwas snowing a little when they arrived at Grandpa's house. Marygla~1ced.at the parked cars. Apparently most of her brothers a.nd
their wrves were already there. And that green car looked like
cousin Emma's. She tried to quiet the apprehension that had been
haunting her since they'd decided to spend Christmas here. None of
these people cared for children, but surely since they were all rela-
tives and it was Christmas, they would try to give Jimmie a nice time.
Mary and her husband arranged smiles on their faces and fol-
lowed their plump three year old son up the steps. Jimmie stretched
his bulky little form on tiptoe to ring the bell.
Grandpa answered the door, a broad smile on his face, letting them
see clearly that they were as welcome with him as anyone else would
be.
"Heilo, Dad," said Mary.
Jimmie ran forward and reached up for his Grandpa, yelling,
"Paw-Paw! Paw-Paw! Santy Claus comin'."
The old man picked the child up and squeezed him. "Oh, he is?
Well, have you been a good boy?" Sliding the little boy down quickly,
he extended a hand to his son-in-law. "Hello, Paul. How are you?
Old Santa been to your house yet?"
Paul nodded and smiled and allowed his hand to be pumped.
Mary maintained her smile as the old man leaned down to kiss
her on the lips and drew them inside. \Nann swirls of air and the
odor of baking yeast bread enveloped them as they were led past the
dining room door and into the living r00111.
The mantel over the fireplace was smothered with holly and
candles, and in front of the bay window a tall thickly branched tree
glowed and sparkled, filling the room with the fragrance of cedar.
Under the tree was an impressive display of gifts tied with heavy
ribbons and decorated with bells. pine-cones, and holly.
Jimmie clambered at Grandpa's legs, trying to climb back up into
his arms, but was deftly warded off. The old man cleared his throat
and said, "That's all now, Jimmie, that's all now." His lips pressed
tightly with a smile, as he pulled back a little from the child. Jimmie
stood still and stared seriously for a moment at his "Paw-Paw," then
turned and looked quietly toward the rest of the group gathered in
the room. Grandpa's face relaxed, and his broad gt'in returned.
The people in the 1'00111 stopped talking to look at the Smiths.
Mary smiled and called "hello" to her brothers and their wives, and
her cousin Emma and her step-sister Alice.
Hands were waved in return, and ties straightened. and dresses
smoothed down, and company smiles brought forth. And then the
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group returned to their conversations. The Smiths repaired to the
bedroom and hung up their worn coats. Mary, noticing Jimmie's
quietness, kneeled down by him and spoke softly.
"Darling, did you see the tree? Wasn't it pretty? Oh, baby
darling, I'll bet Santa left you some nice toys, here at Paw-Paw's
house." Oh, let there be some nice things for him! she thought.
Surely there would be; these people were his aunts and uncles anc!
his grandma and grandpa.
Jimmie's face broke into a gleeful grin. "Santy left me nice toys.
Santy left me nice toys." He began to j urnp up and down, his little
heels thumping soundly on the hardwoocl floor. "Did he bring me
a teddy bear, Marna r" Thump, thump, thump. "And a chao-chou
train? Tooo-ooo-oooot." Thump, thump, thump.
Mary squeezed him tightly. "Darling, I hope so. But whatever
it is, you know Santa loves you, and it will be nice." She put her
face on the child's shoulder.
Paul broke in. "Hey, you two. Are we going to spend all day
up here? Come on, boy, climb up here, and I'll take you downstairs
piggy-back." He hoisted Jimmie high at arm's reach above his head,
then settled the child on his shoulders.
Marching and laughing they returned to the living room.
Uncle Frank, who was talking to the group at the fireplace,
stopped a moment, glanced impersonally at the Smiths, and then
resumed talking. Mary became aware of the sag of her husband's
suit, the worn toes of Jimmie's shoes, and the shiny areas on her
own crepe dress. She pushed her hair back in a nervous gesture and
walked over to the couch, opposite the tree, and sat down. Patting
the seat beside her, she smiled at her husband and son to join her.
The three sat close together, the child between his parents, and
watched the group at the fireplace .
. Uncle Frank was standing, leaning one elbow on the mantel, and
WIth the other hand fingering the lapel of his suit. He suppressed
a gratified smile and ran his hand over his hair.
"You know, this suit cost me a hundred and twenty for the tailor-
ing and all, but it's worth it. You have to look good, if you're going
to get any place in business." Cousin Emma and Grandpa murmured
and nodded in assent.
From a corner of the room , Alice and her husband, Ron, turned
to look. Ron said, "I understand you're doing pretty well now,
Frank. Regional Director and all that. Never saw a guy who could
move lip as fast as you did."
Frank turned to face them, his back to the fire, balancing tip and
down on his toes. "It's all in knowing how to handle people, Ron.
You gotta make them think they're smarter than you. Make them
think they're regular brain-trusts, and they feel swell when they're
with you and don't know why. They think you've got something Oil
the ball to see how smart they are." He raised his hand, palm up.
"I can keep those guys T work for right in the palm of my hand.
They can't move me up fast enough to reward me for finding out
bow smart they are." He squeezed his fingers over the nothingness
in his hand.
Grandpa nodded a grudging approval. He had to admit that
Frank was a smart guy, a chip off the old block. "Well, you're sure
doing fine, Frank. I'll have to give you credit for that. But I'd
hate to have to travel around like you. Wouldn't want a job like that
mysel f. T like my home, a fireside to come home to at night." He
patted the ann of his chair with his thick fingers, and looked smugly
around the ro0111. "Like to have Illy own bed to crawl into every
night. No sir, wouldn't trade my job for yours."
Frank shrugged and stared absently out the front window.
On the couch, Jimmie became restless. There were no other
children present, and his eyes were scanning the plushly wrapped /
gifts under the tree. "Mama, when we open the gifts? When,
Mama?" A moist little hand clutched at his mother's arm. "Marna,
let's open them now, can we, Mama?"
Mary bent her face close to his, her eyes tender. "Baby, we're
at Paw-Paw's house. We must wait tiII he tells us to open them.
Maybe soon, honey." The child's eyes were questioning but he did
not protest. I-Ie returned his gaze to the gi fts, and to the colored
lights, and the star. His face broke into an expectant, gleeful smile.
"Maybe soon, Mama."
Alice glanced out the window, and noticed that it was snowing
harder. "Oh, joy 1" she said. "A snow like this makes you forget
how old you are, doesn't it? Come on, gang, let's have a few carols
before dinner." Skipping a little, she went to the piano and ran a
few chords. "Come on, come on. Gather round, you lazy people."
Everyone moved close to the piano, grinning self-consciously and
burlesquing a little as they located the pitch by humming.
They sang loud and long, drinking their fill of the Christmas
spirit until Grandma announced dinner.
\lVith shouted declarations of hunger, they marched boisterously
into the dining roOI11. There was a great deal of noise and con fusion
as everyone tried to find the seat he wanted.
With a solemn face Grandpa called for a moment of Grace.
"Almighty God, Our Heavenly Father, we thank Thee that Thou
hast seen fit to bless our table and our home with Thy richness. We
are everlastingly grateful that Thou hast seen fit in Thy all-knowing
wisdom to place us above our more unfortunate fellowmen. We
pray that, through the goodness of Thy mercy, they may be brought
to their knees to repent their sins. and receive the everlasting for-
giveness that is Thine. Amen."
"Amen." "Amen." "Amen," said the others.
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Grandpa smiled beatifically at the group, and then the spell was
broken and food was passed. Turkey, mashed potatoes, green beans,
and corn; peas, salad, hot rolls, and butter. They all made their way
around the circle of eager hands. Alice shrieked as she dropped a
hot roll on the floor, and there was a burst of teasing laughter from
the others.
Jimmie grew excited at the noisy laughter and began to bounce
in his chair, and banged his spoon on the edge of his plate, his face
gleeful. The laughter ceased abruptly as annoyed eyes were turned
on the child. Grandpa looked coldly at Mary and Paul and then at
Jimmie. "Let's tone that down a little, Jimmie. Those are Grandma's
good plates. We'll have to behave at the table." His face took on an
abused look. "You know, if you want to come to Paw-Paw's house,
you'll have to behave like a little man." Still looking abused, he
turned his eyes on his plate and began to eat in silence.
Mary pressed a restraining hand on Paul's knee, and turned to
Jimmie, whose face was blankly hurt. "Take a bite of turkey, honey.
It's awfully good."
Frank turned to Grandma. "This is a mighty fine meal, Mom.
I don't get better than this at the Palmer House in Chicago." I-Ie
nodded approvingly, unconsciously straightening his tie as he said
the words "Palmer House," and took a large bite to prove his point.
Alice said, "Mom has always been a fine cook, Frankie. I sure
didn't take after her. My poor little husband just has to put up with
canned stuff at home, poor little thing." She smiled kittenishly at
her husband.
Ron winked and grinned. "She just wants me to brag on her
cooking. She's almost as good as her mother, but not quite. Oh.
well, if you can't get the mother, you might as well take the daughter,
I always say." There was a burst of appreciative laughter at this.
It was soon time for coffee. Everyone was too full to eat fruit-
cake, and they decided to save it till after the opening of the gifts.
Lighting cigarettes and leaning back with satisfied sighs, they shi fted
the talk to Santa Claus.
Grandpa said, "V.,rell, who's going to be Santa's helper this year?
Somebody has to pass the gifts around for the old boy, you know."
He looked around the table, waiting for volunteers or nominations.
Mary pressed her hands together and thought, Oh, I hope someone
asks Jimmie to do it. I-Ie would have so much fun picking up those
lovely gifts and passing them around. Her eyes besought the faces
around the table.
Frank, pointing a cigarette at Alice, said, "How about you, kid?
You been a good girl this year?"
Alice giggled. "No gooder than I had to be, Frankie. I'm living.
you know." She arched her brows anel giggled again.
Frank grinned. "Well, how about it, gang, does Alice fit the bill ?"
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There was vigorous assent, and butting out their cigarettes they
returned to the living room. Waiting until all eyes were upon her,
Alice minced her way to the tree anel picked up the first gift. It was
for Frank. A hand-painted tie. And then a shirt for Grandpa. And
a blouse for Alice. And a pair of hose for cousin Emma, who
stretched a leg for everyone to see, and twisted her foot from side
to side.
Mary looked at Jimmie, his face eager as each gift was picked up,
and then sober and anxious as it was carried each time to one of the
adults. Her heart constricted and seemed to beat with difficulty.
And then Alice was moving toward Jimmie. He jumped off the
couch and tan forward, his arms reaching up. Grabbing the gift he
squeezed it tightly to his chest and jumped up and down in front of
his mother. Her heart started beating hard and fast, and there was
a hurting in her throat. "Open it, darling. Open it, and see what
Santa brought you."
The child placed the gift on the couch and awkwardly began
pulling the wrappings off. It was a music-box from Grandpa and
Grandma.
Mary put the cord over Jimmie's head and whispered, "Do you
want to thank Grandpa and Grandma for keeping it for you?"
Jimmie beamed at his grandparents. "Thank you for keeping it for
n1e."
Grandpa smiled. "That's all right, Jimmie," he said generously.
The child sat back on the couch, and turned the handle on the box.
It played "Jingle Bells" in clear tinkling tones. He squeezed close
to his mother and smiled delightedly. She slipped her arm around
him and kissed the top of his head.
"It's beautiful, baby. You play awfully good."
"It's beaufitool," said the little boy, turning the handle round and
round.
And then Mary noticed that Alice was no longer calling out the
names. Glancing around, she saw piles of gifts and paper and rib-
bons around the others. She began to count. Six for Frank. Twelve
for Grandpa, thirteen for Grandma. Fi.ve for Alice. Her eyes
skimmed over the rest. Gifts, gifts, gifts. Three for her and three
for her husband. And a music box for Jimmie. She looked at her
son, her heart breaking, and then over the shrieking protestations of
the others about who was Santa's favorite this year, she heard the
tinkle of the music-box; and over the glitter of the tree and the satis-
fied faces around her, she saw the happy shine in her son's eyes, as
he bent his head and brought the music box close to his ear. She




HALF way up in the dark sky the 11100nshone with a soft paleyellow light which sifted through the tall trees and dimly
outlined the grey stone chapel. A diamond of stained glass
reflected a glint of moonlight at John Farrow as he walked quietly
through the long gothic cloister toward the chapel; the click of his
footsteps and the swish of his long black cassock faintly echoed in
the stillness of the night.
"Come Holy Ghost our souls inspire." He thought over and
over the hymn that would be sung after he had been ordained to-
morrow. Thinking back over the years before seminary he wondered
at the changes that had taken place. Those wild days in Casablanca,
Palermo, Salerno, Gaeta. . . "Andiamo, G. 1., Andiamo . . ."
"What the hell do you want to go home for?" "When this show is
over we can make a million off these wops." "I've got a deal." He
remembered the time he was lying in a fox hole at Anzio and the
British jeep ran right over him. "Blimey, we've run over a bloke !"
"Wonder why those guys never stopped?" he thought. "Eight jobs
in six months," he recalled the listless, wasted days after his dis-
charge and then the decision to take on the G. 1. Bill. "Engineering,
commerce, business, even phys. ed. . . . nothing." "The retreat,
that's what did it." "Didn't know it at the time." "Vade mecum
. . . vade mecum." "Purposefulness, orderliness and creative-
ness . . . what does God want of you, John Farrow?"
Now he passed the dark rooms off the cloister where he had
spent three years of intense study, bull sessions, shooting the breeze
with Father Brummer ... "Remember, John, vot Saint Augustine
said, 'first, know dyself and den give dyse1f to de vork God gives
[or you to do.' "
The heavy door sighed momentarily as he opened it and entered
the chapel. Closing it, he stood for a moment looking up at the Rood
which hung high in the deep shadows overhead. The faint odor of
incense remained, and he thought of his final prayers at evensong.
"Lighten our darkness, we beseech thee, 0 Lord, and by thy great
mercy defend us from all the perils and dangers of this night . . ."
Folding his hands he moved up the aisle, past the faculty stalls and
the long rows of choir seats on each side.
Through the colored windows the transformed moonlight rested
on the side altar; the white marble soft and smooth, striped with the
shadows of the candlesticks. Light grey and black . . . stark arches
and beams hidden and obscure in the darkness. The domed vault
over the sanctuary empty and still. One light of red and spark of
yellow glow flickered alone above the high altar, and in the lonely
stillness and haunting solitude it declared the unseen Presence.
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He genuflected before the altar and kneeled down at the altar
rail. Slowly crossing himself he bowed his head and silently prayed.
Bohemians: from the Four Corners
of the Land
Maurice F. Kenny
GREENWICH VILLAGE is the major home of the American Bo-hemian. Though he may be found in certain sections of NewOrleans, Chicago, and San Francisco, his main and rightful
capitol is New York City. There he may pursue the life that he sees
fit to follow. There he may walk the streets bearded and shabby with
his easel and canvas, or his volume of Amy Lowell's verse beneath
his arm. He may drink himself into obliteration, or shout his curses
to and for the world in Washington Square.
I do not believe there is another section in New York City that is
so mysteriously fascinating, colorful, or tragic as the Village. Not
even Harlem with its brooding atmosphere, honky-tonks, and slums,
nor Chinatown with its oriental hues and smells equals the dramatic
Village for suspense, laughter, and tragedy.
The Village, in its physical structure of pavements and buildings,
is a bit of Europe in America seemingly transplanted almost house
by house and street by street. There are little passageways, like
those of Paris, far too small for an auto to pass through safely. A
tourist may find shops filled with wrought-iron objects of art;
windows crowded with copper and brass jewelry; dozens of dusty
book stores; dismal and exciting bars, and cafes serving almost any
type of cuisine he may care to sample.
The people of this settlement are greatly di fferent f rom any other
American group. For the most part they are the neglected sons and
daughters of the rich. Some of these people have been disinherited
by their conventional parents for giving way to liberal ideas and
unorthodox conceptions of religion. They are artists who are as
sincere in their love and respect for their chosen fields and philoso-
phies as a minister for his creed and congregation, or a mother for her
home and family. Few of these people condescend to work, and
consequently few have money to spend. Seldom are they sufficiently
fed, clothed, or housed. Many of these artists are drunkards, and
a smattering are dope addicts . . . but all are staunch believers that
they are the masters of art, and should be endowed with both fame
and fortune. It is a mere hand Iul that attain the royal heights of
their profession. Perhaps one reason for this is that these people are
I
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inclined to be lazy, not shiftless (as some of us might like to think),
but just always too busy conversing to do much constructive work in
any field of endeavor. They are always about to settle down to a
job, to write the great play, or to compose a symphony to put Bach
to shame. However, the only works that are accomplished are the
verbal inspirations, anticipations, and ideas that are split upon the
tables of the many gloomy bars.
To the Bohemian, life is often not worth living, and a minority
find themselves turning on the gas jets in their cold attic rooms, or
dramatically hurling their ragged and pitiful bodies Irorn a high
window to the grey street below.
A question arises ... in what way are the Bohemians different
from, say, the inhabitants of Peoria? They differ in the fact that
the greater number of the people in Peoria, or any other American
town, seek a higher standard of living . . . "chickens in the pots,"
furs for the ladies of the houses, new cars each year for the masters,
and college educations for their of Ispring. The people of Greenwich
Village seek something far greater and finer than material gains
... they seek life, love and the true God of man. These people
search for a life (good or bad) to write and paint of. Even though
they may come to the belief that there is a great deal of evil and suf-
fering in this "fad-crazed world," they do not care for wealth and
power with which they may fight their difficult way through life.
Though they may wish for immortality, they are content with a candle
to burn, and a glass of wine to drink.
I cannot say that all Bohemians are the best of citizens, or that
their theories should be devotedly followed, for if I should, my state-
ment might prove false, and would offend men who believe their
way of life to be the right ... and what method is the right method?
There is too much liquor, dope, and lewdness; too much filth, shab-
biness, and laziness in this settlement to make it the ideal life. But
perhaps, there is too much striving for material gains, and not enough
sincerity in the thoughts and lives of those other strictly conventional
men, for me to believe their method is the icleal.
Thank God!
Shirley Jo Waltz
CAHOL stumbled out of the house, the car keys gripped fiercely inone hand, almost blinded by tears. As she opened the door and
scootecl in under the wheel, she felt almost like a person living
in another world or a bad dream, or perhaps this was the way one felt
when in the throes of death. Numbly, almost mechanically, she
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guided the car down the road toward home. The tears poured quickly,
silently over the stony face.
Was this really she? Really Carol Matthews who had passed
through all the nightmares of the past month? Surely not. Certainly
she would shake herself and find that she was at home with Daddy
and Cindy and ... Mother. But no, that part of it at least she knew
to be true. Mother would not be there. They would never all be
together again!
It had been only a month ago that Carol had heard Dr. Barton
softly whisper, "I'm sorry, but she's gone; I'm so sorry." Sorry?
Sorry, yes, everyone was sorry. But what good did that clo! It
didn't bring her back did it? Carol laughed bitterly, almost hysteri-
cally through her tears. Sorry! What did any of them know about
it. How could anyone know how they all felt! How could anyone
answer the baby when she asked them when they were going to bring
Mommy home again. Why had God done this to them? And Mother
had always taught her that Goel was good. How could a Goel be
good who would take away her Mother l Her hands gripped the
wheel until the blood left them and the knuckles became white. Still
the car rolled slowly down the road guided by the driver with the
mask-like face.
The platinum moon glowed clown through the trees, and the stars
flickered like lightning bugs in the sky. A whiff of pine was in the
breeze which was slowly cooling the warm earth. But Carol neither
saw nor felt any of this beauty. Her mind was filled with unhappy
thoughts and depressing ideas.
How comforting Bruce had been to her during her mother's ill-
ness and all through those last horrible days. He had been constantly
at her side like a rock for her to lean upon. Even then she could
remember thinking, "I will always have Druce. He will always be
there. Nothing could ever change that." nut now ... only one
1110nthlater . . . even that was changeel. Their engagement broken
just an hour ago. Now Bruce ... was gone forever! Why had
God allowed this? God had taken everything from her. Everything
she had ever cared about. The air was getting cooler; she was ap-
proaching the river. Her mother had always loved the sound of the
waves upon the shore. She once said that it was a lullabye sent from
God to lull all the little creatures of the earth to sleep. But not to-
night. It was laughing at her unhappiness. He had depri ved her
of everything, and now He was laughing.
The wheels turned over more quickly, showering gravel into the
air. Her eyes bright and face set, the tears no longer corning, Carol
turned the car toward the little wooden bridge. Of: course! Of
course! Why hadn't she thought of it sooner! It would he so easy.
She would just swing the wheel quickly. The little wooden planks
on the side of the bridge were old. They would give way easily. Then
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it would be over soon! It would all be over! Her foot pressed
down hard on the gas pedal; her face was expressionless; and all the
little outdoor noises of the evening seemed to silence.
For some strange reason, the car didn't respond to her pressure
on the gas pedal. Fiercely, almost madly Carol thrust her pedal to
the floor. But it was of no avail. The car just slowly crept to a stop.
Suddenly her body convulsed with sobs. She threw herself across
the seat and cried out loud. The dashboard showed the Ras tank to
be ... empty. Everything, everything was against her. God would
not even allow her to take her own life. Surely that belonged to her.
At least her life was her own to dispose of if she pleased. But no,
there it was. The gas needle pointed stupidly, dully, obstinately at
e1'1!pty.
There was no God. No God at all. Or at best He was an evil
God. A ver'JI evil God. Suddenly she pitied all of humanity who
believed in God and love, and life, or anything good. There was
nothing good in this world. Nothing! There was no love.
Carol finally sat up and looked around. She was only a little way
from home. Perhaps she needed more time to think. She would
walk the rest of the way. She walked aimlessly on down the road,
onto the bridge.
How life does go on in spite of man and his attempts to change
it, she thought. Even if she had succeeded in her attempt to be lying
at the bottom of the river, the waves would still be resounding on the
shore; the same stars would be shining in the sky; and the same moon
shining up above. Carol breathed a sigh. It seemed almost a sigh
of relief. And the breeze seemed to cool her hot brow. Her foot-
steps quickened as she saw the lights of home ahead. Oh Dear! It
must be past Cindy's bedtime. Poor little thing. She would be tired.
The breeze was sifting through the trees like a spirit stroking the
strings of a lyre and causing them to murmur. Carol breathed deeply
of the fresh air, and looked up into the night. What was it she had
once read about trees? Oh yes. "God is like unto a tree, and I stand
in the comfort of its shade and drink of its strength."
A little figure was running up the road to meet her, and a little
voice rang out like a bell in the night. "I'm awful glad you're home,
Carol." Carol bent down and gathered the tired little bundle into
her arms. A plump little arm went around her neck, and a wet, warm
kiss was planted on her cheek, and a little voice whispered in her
ear. "Sister, I love you!" And then Carol knew. All her questions
were answered in that one little sentence. Suddenly the world seemed
fresh and alive, and good once more. The trees were her own per-
sonal fans; the stars were diamonds for her hair; and the breeze
carressed her.
As she carried Cindy up the stairs to beel, she turned to her
father . . . "The car is parked down the road, Dad. I ran out of
gas." And then under her breath, "Thank God. Tho Ilk God!"
Twice-Told Glory
Robert E. Casey
THE young lieutenant sat in the anteroom of G~neral. R.aYI1101~d'sof fice : he was puzzled and, though he wouldn t admit It to him-self, worried. A fter all, it isn't every day that a young officer
is ordered to appear before the General with no inkling as to the
reason for the summons. He thought of his activities of the past
week and could determine no reason for either a reprimand or an
approbation. However, he had talked to other officers whom Ray-
mond had had on the "carpet," and they told him that the old boy
had developed the "chewing out" process to a fine art. At this point,
his thinking was interrupted by a very proper Vv i\C sergeant who
stood before him and announced very seriously, "The General will
see you now, lieutenant."
As he rose from his chair, his hands automatically pulled 011 his
tunic, gave his necktie a quick pull, and brushed the front of his best /
uniform. He knocked nervously on the door and waited. The call
to enter was something between a shout and a beJ1ow. He opened
the door quickly, entered, and then closed it again. He approached
the desk to the proper military distance and raised his hand in salute
as he reported gravely, "First Lieutenant Ross reporting as ordered,
sir." All the while he was reporting, his eyes were fixed on the two
silver stars that perched atop each broad, khaki-clad shoulder. The
man behind the desk was big and husky. His face was handsome
and heavily tanned; his eyes were bright and showed vitality. Only
the numerous streaks of grey in his otherwise black hair betrayed
his age. His eyes were inspecting the man before him with a scrutmy
that would not miss the least detail.
Finally, the General spoke: "Sit down, lieutenant. I know you
must be anxious to learn why you have been asked to report to me
this morning. You are to be my new aide-de-camp. I have checked
your records thoroughly, and I have decided that you are the 1na1'1
I want to accompany me to Korea."
Before he could stop himself, Jim Ross blurted out, "Korea?"
"Yes," said the General, "I've been given command of the 25th
Division. 'vVe are due in Korea the last of this month; we will leave
by air one week from today. If you wish. you may take seven days
leave effective immediately and begin your duties when you return.
Any questions?"
His voice was almost a whisper as he said, "No, sir."
"That will be all then, lieutenant. See you one week from todav."
"Yes, sir." He rose fr0111 the chair, faced the Ceneral , saluted.
about-faced, and started for the door.
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"Oh, lieutenant, there was one other thing."
"Sir ?"
"One of the reasons I picked you was because you are unmarried.
So if you had any ideas about your leave I . . ."
"No, sir. I am engaged, but my fiancee and I have decided to
wait for a while."
"Good," said the General, "Newly married officers sometimes
find it hard to keep their minds on their jobs, and in combat that
could be fatal. Next week, then, lieutenant."
Jim nodded to the 'vVAC sergeant as he left the office and started
for his quarters. As he walked along the street, he thought that the
General didn't seem as bad as his fellow officers had pictured him.
In fact, the old boy could probably be very congenial when he wanted
to. He thought of the vagaries of the service: One minute you are
rather firmly settled in a particular job at a particular post and in
another minute you are expected to pull up any roots you might have
let down and move on. "Oh, well," jirn said to himself, "I've got
seven days with nothing to do but relax and forget all about the army,
the General, and Korea."
The seven days' leave seemed more like seven hours to Jim, and
he soon found himself seated next to the General on an Army plane
bound for California. After a few hours wait in California, they
were on another plane on their way to Hawaii. Johnson Island,
Wake, Iwo Jima, and Okinawa followed quickly like stepping stones
across the Pacif ic ; and now they could see the skyline of Tokyo
ahead of them.
A limousine was waiting to take the General to headquarters
when they landed. At the General's suggestion, Jim got a room at the
air base and tried to get a few hours sleep while the General was
gone. As he lay on the bed smoking, he thought how funny it was
that the General, who was twice his own age, should tell him to get
some rest.
'vVhen the General returned, they had lunch and then boarded
another plane for the last leg of their journey. It seemed as if they
had been in the air only a short time when the foamy breakers beating
against Korea's rocky shore-line became clearly visible below them.
The landing was perfect, and they were soon on their way to the
division command post. The General took command without cere-
1110nyand then left immediately for Corps Headquarters for a brief-
ing of division commanders.
Shortly after his return from Corps Headquarters, General Ray-
mond called Jim into his office and proclaimed proudly, "Jim, it's
great to be back in the saddle again. A man gets moldy sitting behind
a desk all day, but in combat he can be up and at 'em. Combat keeps
a man on his toes; keeps him from getting rusty."
In the months that followed, months of advance and retreat, of
hope and despair, Jim acquired a filial love and respect for his COI11-
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mander. He respected him for his fairness, good judgment, and
quick thinking. He loved him for his constant concern for the men
who served under him. No man was too insignificant, no outpost too
remote or dangerously situatecl for the General to give his personal
attention when necessary. In fact, Jim often gently chided him for
his complete disregard for his own safety. There were many bat-
talion and regimental commanders who became grey-haired faster
than nature had intended because of General Raymond's frequent,
unannounced visits to the front lines.
Four months after their arrival, the first snow fell on the Korean
hills; and, when the snow subsided, the air became biting and bitterly
cold. The General's visits to front-line areas became more frequent,
almost daily, as the cold caused increased suffering to his men. The
cold would have been bad enough, but the Reds kept up an almost
continual harassment and probing attack on the front.
One morning Jim and the General were heading for their jeep,
after making a visit to a company on the line, when a stray sniper's
bullet hit the General in the back. As he fell to the ground, Jim
caught him in his arms; he knew the General's wound was serious.
In a few minutes, without uttering a word, General Raymond died.
As the General's aide. Jim was chosen to accompany the body on
its long trip home. Now he stood in Arlington Cemetery looking
down at the freshly packed grave, and the tears came unhindered.
Jim's grief was as deep as when he had lost his own father years ago,
because this man had become like a second father to him. He looked
at the plain white cross and read its inscription :
Major General Samuel Raymond
United States Army
Born 1895-Died 1951 in Korea
The funeral procession had moved on, and Jim turned to leave when
his eyes caught the inscription of a second cross:
2nd Lt. Samuel Raymond, Jr.
United States Army
Born 1920-Died 1944 in Germany
The Little Blue Vase
Shirley Jo Waltz
THE little blue vase sat firmly on one end of the mantel. Howlong she had sat there, she wasn't quite sure. It's hard for avase to count time, you know. But she dicl remember sitting
once long ago on a counter among other pieces of china. Ancl right
next to her stood another blue vase just like herself. Then one clay
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they were packed away together in a square white cardboard box
with crinkly tissue paper stu f fed in aroud them. It wasn't at all
pleasant.
After being in this smothered state for several days, somebody
removed the lid to the box and lifted them out. The welcome light
struck their hard enameled surfaces and reflected the blue in rays of
color. A soft slender hand held the two up together.
"Oh, aren't they splendid, John? Aren't they just absolutely
splendid ?"
"They are beautiful. Thank you so much, Aunt Julie."
"All of our wedding gifts have been wonderful. J can hardly
wait to arrange them in our new house!"
And once more the two vases were laid side by side in the white
box where it was very, very stuffy. However, soon they were taken
out again by the same soft slender hand. The little blue vase found
herself looking into the crystal-blue eyes of a lovely young woman.
Her skin was a beautiful tan, and her hair was only a shade lighter
and very soft looking.
"Look, John. I don't like them on the end tables, do you? I
think they are much better on the mantel. What do you think?"
"Mrnmm, yes, they are much better on the mantel."
"John, you aren't even looking!"
And the little blue vase settled down in her place on the right
end of the mantel. She was very happy. The room was a pleasant
one, with light beige walls, white billowing curtains, and blue and
rose furniture. There were sharp dark blue and white accents here
and there for contrast. In the morning when the sun yawned in the
two broad front windows, the room was gay and bright. On cold
winter nights when Laura and John sat before the crackling, dancing
flame, the room glowed with pleasant soft shacles of color. The
little blue vase was so happy that she almost cracked her enamel. In
fact sometimes she turned just enough to wink at her mate on the
other end of the mantel. Her mate never winked back, but that didn't
bother the little blue vase. She sighed happily, and the blue glowed
through more beautifully than ever. She watched the days come and
go. Soft, peaceful, lazy days; exciting bright days; and snowy,
sparkly days. And twice a week, Laura lifted the little blue vase,
dusted, and then put her back in her spot.
But the most exciting day for the little blue vase was the one
when Laura and John brought home a beautiful pink little baby.
Now the little house was really alive. The little vase heard strange
new noises and saw strange new things.
And now there were three sitting before the fire. The little blue
vase was so proud and so happy that one day she toppled right off
the edge of the mantel! When Laura picked her up, she saw the
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little chip on one side, but she only smiled, and placed the chipped
side next to the wall.
But all of the happiness ended one day when the baby died. There
was no more laughter in the little house. And not long after, Laura
pulled all the blinds; the doors were locked; and the little house was
void of life. Week after week, dust settled on the little blue vase,
and the blinds barred the sunlight from the room. The little blue
vase no longer glowed or shone. She was very unhappy and sad.
What had happened to her r00111and her family? Layer after layer
of dust settled on the room. At night everything looked like blue-
black velvet. In the daytime, it looked a dull grayish gold. Many
times, the little blue vase was tempted to throw herself off the mantel
and shatter herself to bits. But she only consoled herself with her
memories of the happier days and dreams of days to come.
Finally one day, she heard a key turn in the lock and saw Laura's
slim figure step in. Laura stood in the hall looking at the room with
almost strange eyes. Her face was whiter and thinner than it had
been, and her lips were drawn tightly together. And as the little blue
vase stared at her, she saw John come in and silently stand beside her.
"Well, John, I suppose we might as well start dividing the furni-
ture. I'd like to get this over as quickly as possible. Let's see now.
You can have the two end tables and the gold floor lamp. I would
like to keep the two table lamps with the blue shades. Is that satis-
factory with you?"
Receiving no answer, she went on. "Well, if you want the blue
over-stuffed chair, I would like to have the rose-colored tilt-back
chair. How's that?"
John leaned against the mantel watching the smoke from his pipe
wind around the little blue vase, and he seemed to see days of the
past mirrored in the shiny, glazed surface. He turned and gazed at
the small, tired figure which looked so alone. He walked slowly over
and touched Laura on the shoulder. She closed her eyes and her
entire body shook.
"You know, Laura. I just can't seem to picture the two blue
vases divided. One would be only half as radiant without the other.
They just seem to belong together, Laura."
The next evening, the dust was all cleared away, and the r00111
glowed in a soft, pastel way. The firelight cast soft shadows here
and there, and sent out a warmth which penetrated even the cold,
stony surface of the little blue vase. She gave a little shiver of de-
light and glanced at her mate on the other end of the mantel. And




Mary A. B. Hurt
THIS l.atest quarrel with Janice was shorter but more violent thanany of the previous ones and over a triviality, as usual.
Henry Dahlbert dashed out of the house, trying to forget the
sight of the white-faced little boy with hurt and puzzled eyes, shrink-
ing back into a comer of the room, and Sally, just a toddler, pressing'
her small body close to that of her brother, as though frightened of
she knew not what. Why, he asked himself, must he and Janice
always shout at each other when the children were around? But in
the bitterness of the words exchanged during their verbal battles, he
and Janice were equally guilty of forgetting that they hacl ears, and
that the boy, at least, perhaps understood much of what was said,
even if it left him bewildered as to its cause.
Henry hurried across the well-kept lawn, then over the adjoining
acres, trampling down the young shoots of wheat and not caring.
Reaching the road, he walked fast for a mile or more, trying des-
perately to still the pounding in his temples. The road ended at the
lake, and there he stopped.
It was early morning, and none of the young people of the neigh-
boring resort town had put in an appearance. The boats were all tied
up, and there was a quiet that Henry craved. He threw himself
down under an elm whose spreading branches had kept the dew from
penetrating the turf beneath it. For a while he tried not to think.
But no matter how much he pressed his fists against his forehead, he
could not blot out his thoughts.
Finally, he sat up and leaned against the trunk of the tree, his
eyes looking unseeingly at the beauty of his surroundings. The
sun came out. The surface of the lake was so smooth it mirrored
perfectly the branching trees and the outlines of the anchored boats.
The trills of song sparrows cut across his turbulent thoughts. But
even their song was irritating to him in his present state of mind.
How long he sat there he did not know, for he had left the house
without his coat and without his watch.
A faint breeze springing up brought enough motion to the water
to cause the boats to rock gently back and forth. The rhythmic mo-
tion had an almost hypnotic effect on him; he became more quiet and
his thoughts more ordered. Why, he asked himself, couldn't life be
like the quiet lake? Why ? And why must he be the one to be forever
caught in situations that disturbed and harrassed him? Why couldn't
it be someone else? Well, Janice was to blame too. Maybe it was
her fault altogether. But again, maybe not.
So engrossed was he in his thoughts that he did not notice the




light was completely blotted out, he looked up, startled. A chill
breeze was penetrating the thin cloth of his shirt. The boats were
no longer rocking gently, they were being tossed about by water which
had become agitated. But they were tied up fast ancl would suffer
no damage, he decided, as he continued to watch them.
His first impulse was to hurry home and reach it ahead of the
storm. No, he said to himself, maybe a hard drenching- will be g'ood
for me, and fighting the wind is better than fighting- Janice.
Then something caught his eye-one of the boats was no longer
rocking violently, but was drifting out into the lake, its anchoring
rope torn loose. Oh, well, he thought, let it get away, it's no concern
of mine. But it worried him, nevertheless. When he could no
longer bear the idea of the boat being completely lost, he hurriedly
untied another boat, scrambled into it, took the oars and pulled hard.
It was no easy task, this fighting both wind and water. He was a
strong man, but it took every ounce of his energy to get to the stray-
ing boat, which by this time was some distance away. But at long
last he grasped its dangling rope, secured it to his own boat and
started back.
All at once the rain came down in drenching torrents. It offered
a new challenge and he welcomed the downpour. It gave him a feel-
ing of zest and adventure. The rain beat down on his bare head so
hard there was a feeling of distinct physical pain. But he felt ex-
ultant and almost wanted to laugh out loud. The way back didn't
seem nearly as long as it actually was.
When he reached the pier, he tied up both boats, then stood
absolutely motionless, letting the storm continue to beat on him. He
drew in a long breath slowly. It ended in an audible gasp. He de-
cided then he'd better go home.
Feeling utterly spent, he started to trudge along the way. His
water-soaked shoes slowed his pace, so there was plenty of time to
do some clear thinking. The boat, yes, the boat drifting out into
danger all because it wasn't anchored. That's just it, things should
be moored so they couldn't possibly tear loose. Tear loose, he
thought. Funny, but that sounds like me. That's what I did. Just
tore loose. And why? I don't know-maybe I didn't have an anchor.
Good heavens, he said to himself, I do have an anchor. I have two
anchors . . . there's little Jim . . . and baby Sally. Poor little
YOU!1gsters! Why, they are important! I'd better not forget that
again.
When he reached his house he went to the back door and opened
it. He was dripping wet, his long hair plastered clown over his fore-
head. I'm not a pretty sight, he thought, as he looked towarcl the
kitchen sink where his wife was busy. She had her back to him, and





Neither did she look up as he crossed the floor of the kitchen and
stood directly beside her.
He called her by name-then she looked up at him. Her eyes
were dull and expressionless and didn't seem to take in his sodden
appearance. Again he called her by name and smiled. "It won't
happen again," he told her, "I promise you. I've had time to do
plenty of thinking and it shouldn't be too hard to keep my balance
from now on. Help me, won't you?"
The look of joy that sprang into his wife's eyes, and her answer-
ing smile as she threw her arms around his wet shoulders, were evi-
dence enough that she understood and was willing to try!
The Flat Tire
Jack Nieff
INthe morning they drove to the train in silence, and when Joe gotout of the car he made no attempt to kiss her. "See you tonight,"
he said and walked away. Jane slid over behind the wheel and
backed the convertible out of the station parking space viciously, her
mind still busy with the previous evening. She remembered every
bit of it, word for word, scene for scene.
It had really started when the Blakes arrived for dinner and
brought with them a stranger named Marion Todd, an old friend of
Helen's who had dropped by late in the afternoon. Helen said, "I
called about six but you weren't in, Jane, but I knew you wouldn't
mind." She laughed. "Marion eats hardly anything at all."
Jane looked at the girl and thought: "Just men." Marion was a
sultry brunette with languorous eyes, a gorgeous figure and a full
mouth. She wore a dress that was expediently cut two inches too
low. "I hope you're not angry," she said in a husky voice, "but
Helen insisted." Then she sank into a deep chair and crossed her
long, lovely legs. Joe's eyes bulged.
Marion Todd, it was soon evident, approved highly of Joe. Her
eyes left him only occasionally, and she laughed throatily at every
limp witticism he uttered.
Jane could understand the girl's preoccupation with Joe without
being enthusiastic about it, for Ed Blake was short and pear-shaped
and a complete bore. Joe, damn him, still looked like the good half-
back he had once been.
There were drinks after dinner, of course, and Marion found the
stack of new records for the player. Politely enough Joe asked her
to dance, and after thirty seconds Jane bitterly admitted that they
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were something to see. The girl was built to order for the music and
danced like a professional, as did Jane's own beloved husband.
Joe came to her next, a fixed smile on his face, and she accepted
the challenge and suffered defeat. She simply wasn't as good a
dancer, and the day had taken too much out of her. "Tired?" Joe
asked, and there was impatience in his voice.
"Of quite a few things," she told him.
They didn't dance together again. Jane stayed with Ed Blake,
who didn't care much for dancing, and endured his time-worn wit-
ticisms for the rest of the evening. Joe was evidently enjoying him-
self, mainly with Marion Todd. The big ox was behaving as if he
hadn't seen a woman in six months.
When the evening finally ended, it developed that the Blakes' car
was in the garage and they had come in a cab. Joe, still playing the
perfect host, said he wouldn't think of letting them take a taxi home
at this hour of the night and of Iered to take the Blakes home. Marion
Todd, it seemed, lived three miles beyond them. They all left in high
spirits, and Jane went in and savagely attacked the dishes, one eye
on the clock. After half an hour the clock received her complete
attention.
Joe finally came home, just as she was trying to decide between
Reno and Las Vegas. He'd taken an hour and a half to make a
twenty-minute trip, and there was a smear of lipstick on the side of
his mouth. Jane was sitting up in bed, a book in her lap. She said,
"Well, have a pleasant trip?"
"Wonderful." He was putting his clothes in the closet.
"What," she asked, her throat tight, "is Marion's place like?"
"Huh?" he said, turning to her, and the lipstick was like a neon
light. "I don't know. I just dropped her off in front of her house."
"You're getting a little old for that, aren't you? I mean, parking
for an hour in front of a girl's house? Look at your face."
He glanced in the mirror, wiped the stain away with a tissue.
"Helen was feeling silly," he said. "She insisted on paying me with
a kiss for the taxi ride."
"And Miss Todd's ride was quite a bit longer, so the fare should
have been-"
"Now look, Miss District Attorney of the Year," Joe said. "T
took them all home and had a flat on the way back. The lousy jack
broke, and I had to walk a mile to Druding's anc! then have them come
back with me to change the tire. Let's not make this one of your silly
production numbers. And you should talk. You spent 1110stof the
evening, as usual, glued to the side of the gorgeous Mr. make."
"Joe Roberts, if you think for one moment that-"
His eyes were filled with anger as he said, "Look, stupid. You
going to keep this up forever? I've had a rugged day, and I'm sure
not going to listen to you yackety-yack for the rest of the night. V0\1
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want to talk, you talk to yourself." And he picked up a blanket and
went to the sofa in the living room.
Oh, it had been a wonderful evening, all right. She snapped the
car into the driveway and was delighted at the sound of the bumper
ripping the side of the garage door.
Joe got off the six-fifty-seven feeling fine. The car was in its
customary place. He walked toward it with a light stride, then he
remember-ed. Well, if she was still in that same mood, he'd have to
spend the evening talking her out of it. He opened the door. "Hello,
baby," he said, and got in behind the wheel.
"Darling," she said timidly, "I stopped at Druding's for gas to-
day, and Ted told me all about the trouble you had last night. You
poor lamb, you."
Joe knew enough not to smile. "Women," he thought, "you just
can't figure them."
Jules Kessler
Ian D. Mitchell"LET me speak to Charley Swan."
"One moment, please, I'll see if he is here."
"He's there all right. Tell him that Jules Kessler IS on
the phone."
"Yes sir, Mr. Kessler . . ."
"Hello, Charley, wipe your chin and pull up a chair."
"What do you want, Jules? I'm entertaining a few guests right
now. Why don't you call back later?"
"Can't, Charley, I'm going right down to the theater. Why guests
at the Variety Club, Annunziata not paying off?"
"We're getting good reviews,"
"Georgia Fain's the only one they're talking about."
"Gassner seems to think it's pretty good theater."
"Yeah, and Gassner would purr for Rumplestilskin if it satisfied
the 'aht and theatah' crowd. Don't kid me, Charley, Annunziata
won't last more than a week and all you'll have to show for it will be
a couple of squibs in your scrapbook."
"You're wrong about the show, Jules; it's booked ahead for three
months. You're also wrong about Georgia Fain, They're not talk-
ing about her, they're raving about her. But you didn't call me to




"I can do for her in a week what would take her ten years playing
in those East Lynnes of yours." .
"Is this another Kessler party stunt? You must be kidding."
"Serious as hell."
"Well, don't be, Jules. I'm not giving up Georgia's contract to
anyone. Why if she heard this one, she'd laugh her head off. By
the way, what new show would you star her in?"
"No new show, the one we're running now."
"Burleskapad.es _?"
"Of course."
"Are you crazy? Ha, ha, some gag. Listen, my steak is getting
cold. What do you really want?"
"Her contract."
O. K., Jules ... for two million 111 cash, the llelasco Theater.
and parking rights on Times Square."
"Don't play with me, Swan. I want Georgia Fain for Illy show.
I'm not joking. This is strictly business."
"Take it somewhere else, Jules. If this isn't a comedy then you'd
better scratch the act because it's not going over."
"The act stays, Swan, and I'm going to finish it center stage front.
Bring Georgia to my office at eleven tomorrow and we'll settle it
then."
"And if we don't show up I suppose you'll burn down our theater.
The melodrama is tiresome, Jules. I can listen to Lawyer Cribbs for
two bits, musical background, free beer and pretzels."
"You had better show up, Swan, or the two bits and free lunch
will be the only things you'll have left after Annunziata folds."
"A threat? This begins to sound like the old Jules Kessler.
Winchell was right. 'Kessler back on Broadway ... Drive slowly,
juley, we love our kids.' Well, what's the fraud this time?"
"No fraud, Charley. Just drop in tomorrow. Bring the star and
her contract. I pay well. Ten thousand to you and I double her
salary. You're both making money."
"While you get the greatest star since Bernhardt and cripple the
finest show we've had here in years. You're either drunk or crazy
to think you can call me up and demand my actress. Forget this
nonsense and I'll forget you ever mentioned it. Good-bye, Jules."
"Be there, Swan, or I'll ruin you."
"Georgia Fain's not eating husks with 3IO/{. and the rest oj' the
swine l"
... "Charley ... did you ever hear of the A. Y. D. ?"
"What do you mean?"
"They have a Georgia Fain on their books."
"You wouldn't dare . . ."
"McCarthy's boys are in town and they're licking their chops."





There was a maiden named Tomorrow,
And I fell in love with her,
For her song could banish sorrow,
And her love my longing cure;
Hut she left, and though I missed her
When first she went away,
I have learned to love her sister
By the name of yesterday . . .
LET ME DRINK
Robert Petty
I would drink from the many fountains of life,
That my lips might taste it all.
I would drink from a gourd the nectared wine,
From a silver goblet, the gall.
Then come and fill my cup of life,
Pour me your best and your worst;
These will I drink as a toast to the world,
What ever the fate of my thirst ...
A City Stre et
Donna Lynn Andre
THE retired old gentleman sits on his porch swing and observeslife as portrayed by his neighbors. In all of the "helter skelter"of life, there is never a dull minute in the city.
The lady across the street who rents rooms to college students is
standing on her porch. She is short, stocky, whitehaired, and
motherly. Her voice is louel and shrill from the constantly raising of
it to communicate with her partially deaf husband. The chilclren next
door, loud and defiant in play, are now quiet and tender as they bend
to pat a neighbor boy's puppy.
Here come the two high school girls who live a few doors down.
They are always having parties, and the boys who come have loud
horns on their cars. The old gentleman realizes they are still young,
but he wishes they would be more quiet late at night. The girls greet
the old man with a friendly smile and a gracious "Hello." This is
quite different from their usual nonchalant attitude.
Then the old gentlernan's eyes gaze upon five small boys, who
gather from all over the neighborhood to play ball in front of his
home. They are always fighting among themselves during their
play, but as soon as the game ends they go arm in arm to their homes.
It is growing dark, so the old gentleman decides to go into the
house, but before he does, he stops to offer a prayer of thanks to God
for making it possible for him to watch and enjoy those who bring
back happy memories of his childhood and his own city street.
/
Advantages of Greek Letter
Organizations
Paul Stricker
ALTHOUGH I am not a member of a Greek Letter organization, Irecognize and appreciate the manifold advantages that such anorganization offers to its members. One of the greatest bene-
fits derived by the individual from such an organization is that of
successful adjustment to collegiate environment. The novice to
collegiate life is sometimes perplexed by the initial exposure to this
new environment, and thus, he usually requires competent guidance
to compete successfully in this new academic environment. An
harmonious integration of interests is essential to the student's aca-
demic success ; therefore, the Greek letter organization aids the stu-
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dent in the planning of a schedule which will provide for efficiency
in his scholastic program and for a diversified extra-curricular
program.
The organization also furnishes numerous social and cultural ac-
tivities which give the member an opportunity to meet various types
of people and experience many aspects of life. Such activities enable
the student to develop his personality and to increase his appreciation
of the intellectual and the aesthetic aspects of life. Since there is
a definite correlation between an individual's personality and success
in his vocation, the development of the student's personality is an
extremely important part of his education.
The Greek Letter organization also furnishes a wholesome en-
vironment to replace the member's home life. The student is very
fortunate to live in an environment which has successfully prepared
many men for professional life. There is a strong feeling of loyalty
among the members, both students and the alumni. This common
spirit assures the student of aid from influential members of the
organization, and this aid could be instrumental in the success of the
student in the business world or in a profession. The Greek Letter
organization not only presents unlimited opportunities for the student
to advance in life; it ultimately provides society with college graduates
who are an asset to the cultural and economic advancement of the
world. Many of the prominent men and women of our time are
irrefutable evidence of the efficacy of the Greek Letter organization.
"I Have N E "o ar
TIl E other evening as I was reading through some essays byCharles Lamb, I read the following sentence: "I have no ear."
I immediately began to realize how well it applied to me and my
sorority, for I have no ear to listen to the beckoning of my sorority
to become an active member again. To me, the disadvantages out-
weigh the advantages. I imagine all sororities have certain aims and
goals to reach which are advantageous to both the girls and the soror-
ity, but the final test is whether these goals 'are purely hypothetical
or actually materialize from determined efforts on the part of the
girls. Recognition is gained by the good that has been accomplished.
It takes little or no effort to boast of high aims or endeavor. Only
when my sorority establishes and accomplishes worth-while ideals that
are justified hy the time and money required, will 1 become an active
member.
Social segregation demonstrated on the campus is another dis-
advantage. Being organized has no connection with being socially
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superior, but this is not usually true in the minds a f the sorority
sisters. This erroneous concept is nurtured by the belief that only
the supposedly select girls go through rush week and that the more
select girls are pledged. Actually the honor Greeks are the only ones
who are justified in being proud. So until my sorority acquires
higher achievements, thinks of the girl as an individual rather than
a social asset, and comes down from its social egoism, I shall continue
to he an inactive member.
Motion Pictures
Donald Davehour
MANY parents have laid the cause of juvenile delinquency 011motion pictures. "Movies are ruining the morals of ouryoung people," they cry. However, one begins to wonder if
this often repeated accusation might not be an attempt to transfer the
guilt from the home to Hollywood. If a child is taught right from
wrong at home, surely a celluloid fantasy cannot undo in a mere
hour and thirty minutes what has taken an entire lifetime to accom-
plish at home.
Frequently, after a wave of juvenile vandalism, civil authorities
also take up the verbal axe against films. The negligible expense of
sending a formal protest to the film capitol, subtracted fr0111the an-
nual budget, would still leave sufficient funds ill the treasury to allow
the duly appointed officials a raise in salary. Heaven help the honor-
able gentleman who suggests that more playgrounds be constructed
this year, while the salary increase and formal protest be shelved
until the following year.
Not only adults, but the so-called juvenile delinquents themselves
use Hollywood as a scapegoat. When asked why they committed
a certain crime, they answer that it had been portrayed on the screen.
Perhaps by giving this reason they hope that Hollywood will be
spanked instead of themselves.
A Toast to the Future
Ralph Walrod
THE first time I saw Ernie was when he came to the SalvationArmy Harbor Light Center. He was one of the many alcoholics,but out of the whole group he had something about him that
made me feel he did not belong there. About thirty-five, with a good
34 JVIANUSCRIPTS
four week's beard, he was badly in need of a haircut and a new suit.
His manners were crude; he did not hesitate to spit on the floor. He
had no cooperation with his stomach. His gray hair was matted and
tangled with objects found usually in gutters and doorways. The
face was the picture of a broken man, wrinkled under strain. His
appearance told the tale of a useless life, and the attitude of staying
that way. But underneath, there were the sharp blue eyes and the
voice of a smart man. I sent him downstairs to clean up and then to
return to my office in the evening.
When he entered the room that night, he looked like an entirely
new man. I asked him if he would mind telling me how he had got
on the road of drink and ruin. He sat down and looked at the wall
as if there he could grasp the beginning. Then from his feeble lips
came his pitiful story. It was in the second world war that his nerves
were stretched to the breaking point: and when his wife died and his
son was found selling narcotics, something snapped inside and he
turned to the broken man's friend-e-the bottle. I told him, honestly,
that with a few months of painful treatment accompanied by a good
rest and shelter, he could once more be the man he had been.
It was a long hard fight, but in four months Ernie, although still
nervous and jumpy, was ready to leave. As I shook his jittery hand,
he forced a smile and walked out of the shabby building into a new
life. Somehow I felt that his case was still in need of help, but if he
got the breaks and found work plus the aid of a good woman, he
might realize a complete recovery.
Several years passed and I had almost forgotten Ernie, and then
one day I looked up from my desk straight into his wistful blue eyes.
He was still nervous, and his hands still trembled. He told me that
he had found a good job in a coal mine and had married. Ernie tried
to seem happy, but I could see in his eyes the lingering desire for
an outlet. He said he wanted to thank me for what I had done, but
I knew his heart was not in it. vVe chatted a while, and as we talked
I noticed his dirty hands, fingernails untrimmed, and the same strain
still in his face. I-Ie said that he was doing fine, but when he asked
me for money I saw the desperate emotion he was trying to conceal
beneath his casual request. Giving him the money, I smiled inter-
estedly and said, "Glad to see that you are making a success of your
life. Say hello to the wife and cbildren." For a moment he stood
looking at me, the money trembling in his hands. It was as if he
wanted to tell me something more, but the hesitation did not last
long. With a balf-hearted smile he was gone.
Weeks passed without word from Ernie. It was not until the
phone rang one day that I realized he was in jail. He had asked the
chief to call me to bail him out. I arrived to find Ernie worse than
I had ever seen him before. It was hard to be sympathetic. He was
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a changed man, changed for the worse. He was ungrateful to me
even after all I had done for him, but seemed willing to accept my
services once more. I became firm, saying, "Ernie, don't you realize
you will never succeed in life if you remain such a weakling?" Ernie
coughed and spat in the corner.
"The world's against me. I've tried, tried hard. I worked twenty
hours a day and have been sick for months. Even Imogene and the
children deserted me," he sobbed.
For a moment I almost became soft-hearted. My eyes penetrated
his, which reflected the sorrows of a beaten man~a failure in society
~yet a product of that society. Having made my resolution, I
turned and slowly walked away, my steps echoing aimlessly along the
dirty brown floor. Outside the sun was breaking on a new day.
A Special Fishing Trip
Norman Wilkens
T I-IE roar of the motor as we sped through the night seemed toadd to the excitement of the evening. With every turn of thewheels I was coming closer to an experience which I had dreamed
about for many years. I was going fishing at Reelsfoot Lake,
Tennessee.
'vVearrived at 5 :00 a. 111. I was ready to start fishing right there
and then, but my dad said that we had better get some sleep first.
I thought that I was wide awake, but it didn't take long for the bed
to take its effect, even though my two bed partners sounded like
busy sawmills.
At 7 :30 we were up and ready to go. Our breakfast consisted
of tomato juice and Vienna sausages. Who cares about eating when
good fishing is at hand?
Each person had a guide to show him the best spots to fish and
how to catch the big ones. A person really needs a guide down there
because the lake is nothing more than a swamp flooded with water
from the Mississippi, The guides were combination philosophers,
fishermen, hunters, explorers, and politicians, not to mention experts
011 the American language. My guide's name was Paul. He was
the only guide for miles with a college education, but I believe that
he had forgotten everything that he had learned. His language was
not much more than a drawl, and his clothes looked as if they hadn't
been washed in years. But considering everything, it would have
been very hard for me not to like him, for he was the type of man
one likes at sight.
Bass fishing is the main sport at Reelsfoot, and Paul and I were




every trick in the book to hook one of the big ones. Since the
weather was warm and the fish would be deep, we used under-water
baits. When it cooled off, surface baits were put into operation. We
hit at the side of logs, under fallen trees (sometimes in them), in
the lily pads, and along the shoreline, but still no lucie To say the
least, I was beginning to feel that perhaps this lake was like all the
rest, no bass. But every evening my dad and George would bring
the limit and would laugh at me and my empty stringer. Although
I always got my limit in the smaller fish, a one-pound bluegill
doesn't compare very well against a six-pound bass.
We were going to stay only three days, and the time was almost
gone. We had a few hours left, and we debated whether it would
be wise to go out and try again. Of course, I was all for it. I still
felt that there was a big one out in the lake with my name on it. Dad
and George decided to give me one more. They were so positive
that I wouldn't catch anything that they made me a little wager to
back up their boasts. What else could I do but take them up on the
bet and hope the bass was on my side?
\Ne rowed the boat to a shady spot about a block from the cabin
and fixed our lines. The water was very scummy from the algae
which had formed during the summer, but it was a perfect feeding
place for bass. I spotted a submerged log about twenty-five feet
straight ahead and cast in that general direction. Something hit the
plug, and I saw a splash a few feet to the left of the log. The pole
began to dance like a yo-yo, and it bent over as if it were going to
break. I took in slack, set the hook, and prepared for the battle.
The bass dived for the bottom and headed for the lily pads. I
kept a tight line on him and slowly maneuvered him away from
there. The algae were beginning to cake on the line to add to my
difficulties. The bass darted from left to right, breaking surface
now and then, trying to throw the plug, but no luck. This was one
fish that wasn't going to get away.
I guess the scum was wearing him down as it was me, for very
shortly the struggle wasn't as vicious as it had been. Then slowly
I reeled him in. But just as I had him near the boat, he started all
over again. Diving underneath the boat, he tried to get me snarled
up in a stump. But that just wasn't to be, for finally the old bass
gave up and we netted him.
It turned out to be a five-pounder and the biggest catch of the
day. I took great pleasure in collecting the bet and throwing in a
few remarks of my own for a change. My fishing companions were
quite surprised, to say the least.
/
Dime for the Show
Helen Tozier
THE gaudy splendor of a circus enclosed by four walls is theatmosphere that surrounds a dime store. The windows alongthe street are as posters advertising the main attractions to be
found within. Headless mannequins attired in cheap cotton dresses
or disembodied heads sporting out-dated headgear give the impres-
sion that a side show is about to start. When one enters the store,
the smell of cotton candy is replaced by the sight of the counter, but
the odor of peanuts roasting is still present, coming from the never-
ceasing cooker to be found near the front of the store. Signs on the
counters cry out their wares in the fashion of barkers along the mid-
way, while the popular tunes of the day are blared out by an ancient
phonograph instead of the traditional band.
Just as each performer tries to top the next, the counters are in-
dividual "acts" trying to "outshow" and "outsell" each other. Show-
manship plays just as important a role in merchandising as it does
in the ring under the big top. Handbags with gloves draped over the /
handles lie in scarf-swirled backgrounds. Spools of thread march
in military rows across handkerchief fields. Pliers, hammers, and
wire clippers vie for first place on a gleaming glass shelf. And
above the entire performance fly the banners of the store, table-
cloths flaunted on grade A clothesline. All of this entertainment is
under the supervision of the ring master, the manager.
The spirit of gaiety catches up with even the most reluctant shop-
per as he or she roots madly through the ninety-eight cent hose. The
undernourished children pressing their noses against the already
streaked candy bin glass, the impatient customer patting her foot on
the worn wooden floor, and the exhausted clerk anxiously waiting
for the closing bell are all a part of the spectacle. This flashy show
has had a long run and has played to many large audiences. The
performance is lengthy and is usually a matinee. The weekly "late
show" is staged at the convenience of the townspeople, for their
attendance is important to its survival. "The greatest show on
earth" may be the motto of the circus, but there is even a greater
show everyday in almost every town in our country. That is the
show that goes by the title of "The Dime Store."
Lee
Ann Fleming
ALTHOUGI-r the streamlined super markets of today are fast re-placing the old-fashioned general store, there is still one of the
latter at Claire, Indiana. The original owner of the grocery
was a tall, lanky old gentleman with a twinkle in his eye and a smile
on his face for everyone. The store and its genial proprietor were
a never ending source of enjoyment to the school children, who would
stop every day after school to make their daily purchases of soda
pop, gUI11,and candy. Each day the kindly man would greet them
and then wait patiently while they made their selection. The children
would file back into the school bus with shouts of, "Goodbye, Lee,"
and go laughingly on their way home.
One day in January the familiar yellow school_ bus pulled up in
front of the store. An unusual air of quietness prevailed as the
children filed across the street frOI11the old general store and into
the home of the manager. No adult needed to remind the boys to
pull off their caps as one by one they filed past the casket holding
their friend. Many stopped to look at his face, and others rubbed
dirty hancls across tear-stained cheeks as they whispered once again,
"Goodbye, Lee."
As a spectator, I was greatly impressecl with the sincere homage
paid by these small children to my grandfather. For the first time
I began to realize that true glory and greatness can come from a
humble life of kindly service.
A Moral Triumph
Beverly Trudgen
THE horse show world was the most exciting and most revealingsingle factor in my life. I became a part of this separate universe
when I was very young and impressionable, and of all my experi-
ence concerning new feelings, new reactions. and new atmospheres
the spirit of competition stood out in 111)' mind. I did not like it fr0111
the beginning for I adopted the popular practice of being obnoxiously
elated upon winning and SOlei and critical of the judging upon losing,
attitudes for which I was often lectured by my parents and my
trainer. It truly did not matter to me whether J won or lost because
I did not wholly understand these reactions. nut they seemed to be
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universal in this horse show world, and they infected me and grew
like a disease.
With this situation still unaltered as I became an advanced rider,
I was to ride in a girls' horsemanship class on the side-saddle at a big
horse show in Lexington, Kentucky. There were thirty-six riders.
but because of being the only one 011 a side-saddle and because of the
crowd's favoritism, I made an especially good ride and was much
elated. When we lined up, the judge approached to tell me that she
would like to excuse me from the class on the basis of disqualification
because of the side-saddle. The ringmaster asked permission from
the Horse Show Committee and returned to dismiss me. As I was
helped to dismount outside the ring, I began to cry in wrath because
I knew a side-saddle was correct in a girls' horsemanship class.
Evidently the ringmaster had excused me before the Committee had
reached its decision, for the announcer asked that number thirty-nine
please return to the ring. He was answered by a burst of applause
which thrilled me as I re-entered the class .
.Tust after I had come back, the announcer called the numbers of
those who were to remain for the final workout. I remembered that
there were to be eight premiums given, but the announcer called nine
numbers, the last of which was thirty-nine. I knew then that the
class was over for me, but joy was bursting from me as the applause
followed me around the ring until we lined up. Knowing that it was
considered discourteous to leave the ring before all of the ribbons
were tied, I followed the last horse out of the ring with a triumphant
reaction to the special recognition. As I dismounted and looked back
to see the horse show moving on, I realized how insigni ficant that
recognition was, how unimportant winning was, how pitiful a poor
loser was. This unusual experience overwhelmed me with the intro-
ductit.1 to the real, intangible spirit of competition.
The Imitated
William Phelps
Tu E town was very small. Houses were located on two opposinghi~lsicles sepal:ated by a valley which contained ~ single. trackrailroad running the length of the valley and disappearing at
either end into a tunnel. On either side of the railroad track was a
gravel street, giving the town two main streets, each dwarfed in
importance by the railroad. Scattered haphazardly along the two
streets was the town's business section which consisted of two general
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stores, a barbel' shop, a gasoline filling station, a post office, and a
depot, all of which faced the railroad track, regardless of which
street they were on, Atop one of the hills were the two-room grade
school, and the gymnasium which housed the two-year high school.
The story that circulated around the town was that the school hac!
been built on top of the hill to emphasize the fact that when the
student completed the prescribed number of years in the school, he
had attained the top in what the town had to offer in the way of
public education. We who occupied the school knew that it was built
on top of the hill so that we would have the long climb to get there and
so that our parents could always see when school was out.
I moved to this town as a grade school student. I met Jim
Howerton the first evening that I W;IS returning home from school
late because of basketball practice. Early fall it was, and the valley
was quiet and seemingly deserted except for the howl of an occasional
lonesome dog and the answering howl of another from somewhere
in the distance. The smoke of the first fires of fall curled upward in
lazy, gentle spirals from the chimneys as though they were arms lifted
toward the sky in supplication for their owners. I paused to look at
the quiet, calm serenity of the valley and heard a voice say, "Beautiful.
isn't it, Son?" Turning, I saw the figure of a white-thatched elderly
man sitting' in a straight-backed rocking chair on the porch, smoking
a pipe in little pu ffs as though he were sending Indian smoke signals.
Little did I realize the friendship that would develop between the two
of us, In the years that followed we became the best of friends.
He was the quiet spoken, thoughtful. clear-eyed, straight-backed man,
and I was the boy with the eager face and ears.
And I think of him and of the many hours that we spent talking
of the various things of li fe which Jim had met and passed, leaving
him a broadened, wizened man of integrity and character. and if the
time that I first realized that 1, too, would go through many (If the
same experiences. T think of the many nights that I went with Jim to
the post office to pick up the one pouch of mail .. take it to the train.
and return to the post office with the in-corning mail. Usually the
incoming mail consisted of one pouch, hut always on the week preced-
ing Christmas there were at least two pouches. I remember thinking
that it must be nice to know that the ·Cnitecl States trusted you with
the mail and with a key to the back door of the post office. and T knew
that it was nice that Jim trusted me and would let me go along with
him, and that he enoyed my company. as I did his. I felt as though I
was trusted too when I would go into the hack of the post of fice with
Jim, a place where T had never been be fore, a place I had seen only
from the front through barred windows.
Jim knew and numbered among his friends many of the people
() f yesterday and today who were and are considered to be the suc~
cessful, influential people. I recall how some of those people thought
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of Jim Howerton, and I was awed. I thought that here was a man
of seemingly naught but good friends and wonderful memories of a
life well lived, a man with malice in his heart toward no one, a man
who sought for, deserved, and attained the respect and love of many.
I realized that li fe for us all is a continual imitation. Our walk, our
talk, our actions, our words, and our deeds are all patterned after
someone in our lives with whom we have come into contact. Con-
sciously or subconsciously, we imitate. Here then, was a man who
could be imitated; here was the first man to turn my thoughts and
actions from those of a child to those of a man.
Jim no longer is alive to pass on his experiences, thoughts, and
philosophy. His memory is alive, not only in my mind, but in the
minds of many; for Jim passed through life ever pausing to give a
helping hand, continuing his journey with a smile and leaving behind
him on the faces of those with whom he had paused, a pleasant smile.
He left with me this bit of his wisdom: "Keep your aim in life high;
it pays, for you pass this way but once."
Square Root to Nowhere
Jo Ann Niehaus
ICOULD sympathize with Mr. Thurber when he wrote of his troublesin school, although his difficulty was botany and mine was, andis, math. It was a struggle for me to learn that two and two are
four, and I never mastered the multiplication tables. I had no in-
terest in interest, and ratios captured my attention only when used
in reference to Purdue-the ratio there is five to one.
This aversion to all things mathematical began in grade school.
My fourth grade teacher had a favorite method of passing time
which almost failed to pass me. She had several cards on which
simple problems were printed. One by one each child would be
called upon to answer. I mentally answered each one, 4 x 8 equals
32; 15 ---;-3 equals 5 until it was my turn to recite. Then my mind
went completely blank; one plus one did not even equal two. After
giving several wrong answers, I occasionally gave the right one, and
with a sigh the teacher flipped over a new card and called on someone
else.
In the seventh and eighth grades, the arithmetic teacher was one
of those who delighted in giving tests. This in itself would not have
been bad if she had not reminded us everyday for a week that we
were to have a test. I dreaded arithmetic tests almost as much as I
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did dental appointments. I awoke in the mornings thinking about
the test, and I went to bed at night still thinking about the test. When
it was finally given, if I did not fail, I at least had one of the lowest
grades in the class. \lVe did learn a great deal in that class, though.
'vVeheard all about 1\11rs.D's daughter, Elizabeth, and her husband,
Roy, not to mention their dog and cats. Every day as we walked into
class someone would whisper, "Start her talking about her cats."
Yes, I learned many things in eighth grade arithmetic.
By constant study and tutoring by my journalism teacher and ad-
visor of the school paper, I passed the required courses in high school
mathematics. Now all that remains are the five hours of math needed
for graduation from college.
Tones of Grey
Anne Lewis
IAliI a little girl of six, standing with my hands clasped behind me,watching the swirls of grey water swell and burst on the dull grey
sand of Lake Michigan. The silver rain falls lightly on my face,
and I stick out my tongue to catch a few drops of the jewel-like water.
The rain seems sweet to my taste, and brings to my mind the hard
rock candy that I have just eaten.
Hearing a flapping of wings, I look up and see a pale grey seagull
sweeping the black sky with his wings. It arches its neck and turns
to go away but decides to return and settle in the sand. Suddenly, a
great flock of the graceful birds comes whirring and churning out of
the sky and approaches to nestle in the doleful sand. The beach was
a silent place except for the sound of the water, but now there is a
mingled sound that comes from the sand. It is the sound of hundreds
of birds chattering and clucking to each other. These birds seem to
blend into the sand and create the illusion of a lumpy quilt spread
over a bed of earth. Now they leave as abruptly as they came. They
move as a body into the dark sky, producing a pale grey cloud hang-
ing beneath a black sky.
It is now quiet again, and it has stopped raining. I see a ghostly
white sailboat against the horizon, and watching it toss and turn
against the murky water, I feel afraid. I am conscious of being
surrounded by the greys, the blacks, and the whites of this solemn
scene. I turn and leave quickly, trying to keep in my memory the
solemn tones of grey that are a part of Lake Michigan.
Queer People on My Street
Barbara Winders
ON Ninth Street between Elm and Cedar in a certain midwesterncity, there are more odd and fascinating people than you would
find in any movie. Among these are an Eskimo, the "richest
man in Indiana," a replica o f Haba Yaga, a woman with a notable col-
lection of Currier and Ives prints, the mother of a famous journalist,
a former aviator who won in World War II every decoration a pilot
can win, and a champion pigeon-raiser. Although the pigeon-raiser
does not live on my street, I count him because his pigeons do.
Perhaps the most unusual neighbor is Anauta, who comes from
the Baffin Islands. Interviewed and photographed wherever she goes,
she has lectured all over the United States. In the heat of summer
or the dead of winter, her f nr and beaded costumes can be seen
flapping from the clothesline when she returns from a lecturing tour.
Although when Anauta came to this country with two of her children
she did not know a word of English, she has written two books
which have won several literary prizes. The most recent has been
put into Braille. This small, wiry, energetic woman with white hair
and dancing eyes doesn't know her own age because, she explains,
the Eskimos have no way of telling time.
Anauta's late husband, a Britisher Irom Nova Scotia, collected
odd mediums of exchange from all over the world. Hummingbirds'
wings made into a rope, tea molded in slabs, and copper drums are
just a few of his oddities. An article in the Star Magazine called
him "the richest man in Indiana," and after his collection 'was rated
as one of the ten best in the world, he built a burglar- and fire-proof
vault to house it.
A neighbor who might have served as a model for the Russian
witch, Baba Yaga, is Mrs. Vernoff. Deaf, bent, talking incoherently
in a mixture of Russian and English, easily enraged by children run-
ning over her lawn or people parking their cars in front of her house,
she would have certainly been judged a witch in early Salem. Al-
though the children today call her a witch, none of us is alarmed to
see Mrs. Vernoff cautiously open our back porch door, click down
a tin can', peer around, and scuttle away. vVe know she is just leaving
it can of bones, tenderly saved until they are moldy, for Girl, our
English setter.
When visiting Mrs. O'Hara, a queer, dried-up little old lady
next door to Mrs. Vernoff, you notice the many scraps of paper
pinned on her blouse like medals on a general. These are notes to
herself reminding her that the water is on to boil, the meat is cooking,
or the light, which she intended to turn off, is burning in the basement.
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As she proudly displays her collection of Currier and Ives prints, the
familiar odor of burning meat will slowly pervade the room. She
has forgotten to look at her notes. .
Mrs. Sunderland, another neighbor, is the mother of a noted
journalist. She laments that since she is growing deaf she never
knows what is going on in the neighborhood. However, recently she
complained that the people across the street left their radio on too
late at night, and she is always the first to know the neighborhood
gossip and the first to pass it on. Her son must have inherited a "nose
for news" from his mother.
The former aviator, who never displays his many medals, can
often be seen with his five-year-old son looking skyward at the planes
overhead. When asked, "Will you fly again?" he always answers,
"Never !"
Whenever fresh grass seed is scattered on our scanty lawn, the
pigeons from the next street flutter over. With a swoosh of pretty
wings, they alight for a feast. Their owner comes over to watch.
"They are very fond of seeds," he says cheerfully.
My Retreat
Diane Shoemaker
RAMP CREEKblends into Big Walnut and into the Wabash andthe Ohio and the Mississippi, but the Ramp Creek I know isthe gentle stream that slips over the miniature waterfall in the
valley below my hideout. Silent oaks tack in the selvage of the moss
to prevent its slipping over the steep bank into the stream below,
forming a growing, living shield around my refuge. Here in this
place do I come to philosophize and to dream.
Often I travel the dusty trail through the meadow, wade across
the bubbling branch, and climb up and around the long slope that
leads to the far side of my hideout. I lie on my stomach in the green,
elastic 1110SS and learn about patience from an ant exploring his way
through the labyrinth of grass and bent twigs and crispy leaves that
obstruct his journey. I lie on my back in the green, cool moss and
learn of eternity from clouds that have been mist, rain, snow, fog,
and sleet an infinite number of times. Smelling the scent of clover
on the wind, I realize that as the fragrance has hitched a ride on the
breeze, so must I sometime seek the assistance and guidance of a
greater Force to obtain perpetual happiness. I see a snake slither
across the damp sand to sun on a fallen log. And seeing this creature
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behave so, I wonder if it, too, has come to a special haven to rest and
think. I close my eyes to contemplate this problem and fall asleep.
For me, this little shelter has been a marvelous experience, as it
has provided a place of solitude and rest. The glade has given me
the opportunity to enjoy some of the beauties of life: the cool, green,
elastic moss, the dignified oak trees, the silver blue of the sky behind
the silver white of the clouds. Here also have I come to know every
tiny ripple in the creek, and I have heard the secrets the leaves re-
vealed when caressed by the soft touch of the wind.
I have not seen my retreat for a month now, so I am anxiously
awaiting Thanksgiving vacation. Perhaps one day I shall take the
car and drive out to the farm. By that time, even if I have no prob-
lems, the glade will have much to tell me I have not known before,
much more to show me that I have not seen before. Even as I grow
older, I am sure that this spot will remain one of the most precious
of memories.
A City Stre et
Alma Fitzgerald
IAM a street. I cut a great city in two-as if a monstrous knifehad cleft the bluffs and precipices of steel and concrete to leavea shimmering, swarming chasm of life and light. Hairline cracks
shoot out from my patch, scurrying through the caves and canyons
of the city to escape me. They run to the river and can go no farther.
But I push one arm beneath and span the top with the other. I trap
the river and hold its banks together in my powerful grip. Then I
press on to sever the arteries of the railroad.
I am a street. My blood is steel and gas and oil and rubber wheels.
It flows on unceasingly. Someday, I shall roll up my concrete tongue
and devour the annoying horde of insects that tread my path. But
now I must go on and reach out of the city to the green countryside
where I can stretch out across the cool, grassy pastures and rest.
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GOD COMMANDS THE DELUGE
Paul Stricker
"Winds, whirl and roar across the land,
Propel the waves and speed the clouds,
Give the ether a darkened shroud
And begin the deluge as I command.
Lightning, thunder and strike the earth,
Blast the firmament, sear the night,
Light the heavens with thy might
And cast thy bolt of mystic birth."
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